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George R. Evans was born Feb. 5, 1920, in Harwood, Pennsylvania, of English and 
Pennsylvania Dutch ancestry. When George was nine, his family moved to 
Kulpmont, Pa., a coal mining town. George's early art training came at fifteen from 
a correspondence course, which he paid for by working as a store clerk, 
coal-trucker, and mill hand. He also attended the Scranton Art School for one year. 
At 16, he had already started to sell illustrations to airplane pulp magazines, 
supplementing his income by sign-painting. Came the war, and George spent three 
years in the AAF, where, by diligence, application, and K.P., he rose to the grade 
of Pic. Decorations: one (1) Good Conduct Medal, grudgingly awarded. While in the 
army, George was stationed for a spell on Long Island. He liked it so much that 
upon being discharged, he came back there to live with his bride, whom he'd 
married six months previously. After returning to civilian life, George's first job 
was as a staff artist for another comic publishing house. He also attended night 
classes at the Art Students League in N.Y.C. before joining the Е.С. staff in 1953. 
George’s work ... which was always enthusiastically received by E.C. readers ... 
appeared in E.C.'s three horror mags, two war mags, and the SuspenStory mags. 
After the E.C. days George put his brilliant talents to work for CLASSICS 
COMICS and DELL COMICS. In 1960 George began tackling artistic chores on the 
well known syndicated strip “TERRY AND THE PIRATES.” Dropping TERRY in 
1972, George rejoined the comic book industry. Since then he has worked for a 
number of publishers, but his greatest joy is drawing for D.C.'s war books. George 
and his lovely wife Evelyn are now living іп a cute little ranch house in Levittown, 
Long Island. His hobbies include: aviation ... especially World War I vintage, 
loafing, sports of all kinds, loafing, eating, and ... you guessed it ... loafing! 
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I PUT DOWN THE PHONE BEFORE I'D EVEN BEGUN DIALING AND STOOD PARALYZED, MY SCALP CRAWLING, AS THE 
GUN SHOT ECHOED THROUGH THE HOUSE. THEN,I RUSHED INTO THE GLASS-ENCLOSED PORCH-STUDY WHERE I'D 
LEFT JOEL ONLY A MOMENT BEFORE, THE ACRID SMELL OF GUN POWDER FILLED THE ROOM, WAFTED ABOUT BY 
THE BREEZE FROM THE OPEN CASEMENT WINDOWS. JOEL STILL SAT АТ HIS DESK WHERE I'D LAST SEEN HIM,A 
LOOK OF DEATH ON HIS FACE, I SCREAMED. I COULDN'T HELP IT. I SCREAMED TWICE IN SHOCK AND SUR- 
PRISE AND DISMAY. I SCREAMED AT THE SIGHT OF THE RAW RED AULLET-HOLE ІМ JOEL'S FOREHEAD. .. AND I 
SCREAMED AT THE SIGHT OF THE UGLY AW/FE, BURIED 


ТАТ 





AND THEN THE WHOLE THING MADE SENSE... THE 

WHOLE CRAZY THING SUDDENLY FORMED ITS /WCRED/- 

ALE PICTURE, JOEL HAD BEEN ATTACKED 5/М/474- 
cal NEOUSLY BY TWO DIFFERENT МЕМ... EACH IGNORANT 
AE) OF THE OTHER'S PRESENCE UNTIL IT WAS 700 LATE f 


; AND I... ANEW WHO THESE MEN WERE/ I WENT BACK 
А p)| ТО THE TELEPHONE АМО 7///Š TIME І 2/ALEZ. I DIALED 


I WANT... I WANT TO REPORT A. 
A... MURDERS WY... MY Hi 


ТЕК I HUNG UP, I RETURNED TO | | AND IN TEN MINUTES, CONSTABLE | |ТНЕҮ RUSHED INTO THE STUDY... 
THE STUDY, ТООК THE LETTER FROM BINS AND HIS ASSISTANT LOOKED AT THE BULLET-HOLE IN 
THE DESK, AND BURNED IT IN THE ARRIVED, BREATHLESS. JOEL'S HEAD...THE KNIFE INHIS 

WHAT HAPPENED, | HE...50B... HE'S | [ВАСК,, „АМО THE OPEN WINDOWS, 
маз, THATCHER? I /W THERES | [THEN THEY LOOKED АТ ME.. 
YOU SAID ON wy HUSBANDS 

HE'S. CHOKE.. 


I'M SURE, CONSTABLE! І | YOU'D BETTER S/T 
SAW TWO MENS AND THEN WH, MRS, THATCHER, 
I SAW THE AW/FE...CHOK 
AND THE BULLET HOLE 
WINDOW... AND ANOTHER MAN ARE YOU 4 SIDE, IN HIS HEAD...CHOKE.,, 
RUNNING AWAY... THROUGH SURE? істегі AND І AWEW WHAT THEY'D | HOW YOU FEEL 
THAT WINDOW, MURDERED JOEL. HYSTERICS WO! 
ANYBODY ANY зооо!, 











ALVIN HARPER, CONSTABLE STEB- 

BINS’ ASSISTANT, RETURNED A FEW 

MOMENTS LATER... 

THE LADYS A/GHT, |) A. 45 

CHIEF! THERE 'RE SHELLS AND 
THATS THE 


AND I FOUND IF WHAT MRS. 
THIS... OUTSIDE ) THATCHER SAID 
THAT ONE... IS TRUE... 


«THIS IS A DOUBLE MUR- To A SMALL-TOWN CONSTABLE, THIS 
DER! TWO MEN KILLED THE | “WAS A UNIQUE AND INCOMPREHENSIBLE 
SAME VICTIM AT THE SAME "V CASE. MURDER WAS A RARITY HERE, 
TIME. ONE SHOT HIM..ONE — | OUR THREE-CELL JAIL HOUSE WAS 
THREW A KNIFE AT HIM! EMPTY MOST OF THE TIME 
T...I'VE GOT TO 

ASK YOU A FEW 

QUESTIONS, MRS. 

THATCHER! WOULD 

YOU MIND COMING THIS HAS COME 

INTO TOWN INTHE | AS SUCHA 


CONSTABLE STEBBINS THEN PHONED THE COUNTY THE NEXT MORNING, I DRESSED ІМ BLACK AND WENT INTO 
MORGUE AND MADE ARRANGEMENTS FOR THE REMOVAL| | TOWN TO THE CONSTABLE'S OFFICE. HE STARTED TO QUES- 


OF JOEL'S BODY... 


TION ме... 





IT'S THE LAW, MA'AM. THE BODY'S 
GOT TO BE /MPOUNDED UNTIL THE 
CORONER'S JURY BRINGS IN A 
VERDICT BUT I'M NOT WA/TIN' 


DID YOUR HUSBAND HAVE ANY ) NONE THAT I AWOWOFS| 
ENEMIES, NRS. THATCHER? EVERYBODY LOVED WEL} 
ANYBODY WHO COULD HAVE 
CONCEIVABLY COMM/TTED 


WELL THEN, 010 ¥OU...UH.. | CONSTABLE 


THAT i8.,.DID YOU HAVE ANY erEBB/WS/ 
MEN FRIENDS WHO MIGHT «^ HOW DARE YOU? 
HAVE WANTED YOUR HUS- 1 LOVED му 





ти I'm SORRY, МААНЬ IM МОМЕУ ASK до 
INVESTIGATING A MURDERS I'VE IN TOWN... ANYONE} 
BAND OUT OF THE may? HUSBAND 807 ТО ASK PERSONAL QUESTIONS! | THE VERY 
YOU, «YOU SAY YOU HAD МО +e 
LOVERS, 








0 ТНЕН,д5 AN AFTERTHOUGHT, 
|t LET IT DROP...0H, SO CASUAL LY... 
iso /NWDCEWTLY.. . KNOWING HE 
WOULD PICK UP THE SCENT AS А 006 
SCENTS А RABBIT. . - 

WELL, SURELY THAT 
FOOLISH YOUNG MAN 
DIDN'T GET THE WRONG 
IDEAS on, NOS HE 
COULDN'T HAVE! Т. 
MADE IT 50 CLEARS 


DICKSON AND... 

HENRY! I'VE GOT AN 
APPOINTMENT IN 
FIFTEEN MNUTES. WOULD 
YOU BE A PAL AND АКЕ 


WELL, IT WAS 
ALL 50 HARM- 


MADE WHAT SO 
CLEAR, MA'AM? 





HIS NAME IS HENRY DICKSON. НЕЗ 
А CLERK IN MY... SOB... MY POOR 
DEAR HUSBAND'S BANK. WHENEVER 


WHAT YOUNG 
ЖАМ? TELL MES 
IF it's ANY 


SLIM LEAD 





"ONE DAY, JOEL WAS BUSY. HE-BUZZED THIS HENRY 


WHY, I'D BE 
DELIGHTED, 
MR, THATCHER! 
SHALL WE GO, 





HE MIGHT APPRECIATE YOU AS HE 
VALUES HIS OTHER HOLDINGS , MRS. 

THATCHER. BUT DOES HE SHOW YOU 
WARMTH... AFFECTION... PASSION? 


CAN HE FULFILL YOUR DESIRES? A 


JOEL DOES 
VERY WELL, 
HENRY! NOW 
LET'S END 
THE 015- 
CUSSION! 










LESSSINEVER 
ENCOURAGED 
HIM. HE 
ASSUMED 
THINGS 


І CAME TO TOWN TO DO SOME SHOP- 
PING, X WOULD STOP BY THE BANK 
AND HAVE LUNCH WITH JOEL. 





‘HENRY WAS A STRANGE YOUNG MAN...THE KIND THAT 
SAID WHAT WAS ON HIS MIND...BLURTED 1T OUT WITHOUT 
THINKING. AT LUNCH THAT DAY..." 


You'RE TERRIBLY LOVELY, 
MRS. THATCHER. 700 LOVELY 
TO BE CHAINED TO AN OLDER 
MAN WHO CAN'T REALLY..ER.. | THINK JOEL 
APPRECIATE YOUR CHARMS! DOESN'T 
N~ APPRECIATE 





WHY, HENRY? YOU 
FLATTERERS 
WHAT MAKES YOU 


‘HENRY MADE ME FEEL ATTRACTIVE AND YOUNG AND 
DESIRABLE AGAIN. T SEE THAT, NOW! BUT THAT'S THE 
ONLY REASON І LET HIM TAKE ME OUT TO LUNCH TIME 
AND TIME AGAIN, THERE WAS WEVER ANYTHING. +I MEAN... 
он, DEAR/ X REMEMBER МОН! THAT TIME...” _ я 

Т CAN SEE IT IN YOUR EVES, NAN.) HENRY! PLEASES 
YOU FEEL YOURE WASTING YOUR You'RE VERY SWEET, 
LIFE WITH нім. DIVORCE НМ! BUT I LOVE му 

MARRY МЕ? $T HUSBAND! I HAVE ` 
EVERYTHING w TH 





* THAT TIME I REALIZED HENRY WAS IN LOVE 
WITH ME. I REMEMBER IT NOW, I DION'T WANT TO 
HURT HIM...AND YET I WANTED TO £WZ THIS FOOL 
ISHNESS.. 


SURE YOU HAVE EVERYTHING... 
EVERYTHING THAT МОМЕУ CAN 
BUY...EVERYTHING BUT REAL 
TRUE HAPPINESS AND Г 
COULD MAKE YOU HAPPY NANS, 
тт са 


wW 


I COULD NEVER 
BE HAPPY ON A 
BANK CLERK'S 
SALARY, HENRY. 


AS I FINISHED MY STORY, 
AT CONSTABLE STEBBINS WITH A 


CONSTABLE STEBBINS PICKED UP 
THE PHONE AS I BURST OUT CRYING... 


"Ir was A TERRIBLE THING TO SAY f 1 KNOW! I WANTED. 
TO DISCOURAGE HIM, I WANTED TO INSULT HIM. Т. NEVER 
THOUGHT НЕ WOULD TAKE IT AS A WINF.. 


BUT IF YOU WERE RICH... STOP DREAMING, 
АМО FREE...IF JOEL WERE HENRY! JOEL IS VERY 
MUCH ALIVE SAND IVE 
GOT TO BE GO/WG THANK 
YOU FOR LUNCH f THIS 15 
THE LAST TIME 6000- 


AFTER НЕ HUNG UP, 
МЕ... 





HAUNTED, TROUBLED, BEWILOERED 
LOOK. 


ОН, CONSTABLES ) LOOKS THAT 
YOU DON'T SUPPOSE) WAY TO ME, 
THAT POOR LOVE- ^, МА'АМ! 
S76K IDIOT THOUGHT ) ANY WAY, 
X MEANT...\F Hé THERE'S AO 
— on LORD. HARM IN 


SUSPICION OF 
MURDERS 


I SHOULD 
HAVE STOPPED | 


THERE, THERE, NOW, 
MRS. THATCHER! YOU 


IN THE 
BESIN- 


IT WASN'T YOUR FAULT. 
THAT YOUNG NITWIT 
MISINTERPRETED 

PERFECTLY WNOCENT 

REMARKS y. 


AGAIN His EARS PRICKED UP. 





BUT THAT'S ONLY HALF THE 
CASE, MA'AMf ІР HENRY SHOT 
YOUR HUSBAND, WHO THREW 


бы 


LOOK, MA'AM. YOU'RE А! 
АНЕМ...АМ ATTRACTIVE WOMAN, 
YOU MUSTN'T BE ASHAMED OF 










“GEORGE BAKERSFIELD WAS HIREO ‘GEORGE WAS THE OUTDOOR "I was TERRIBLY INSULTED BY HIS 
BY JOEL AS CARETAKER OF OUR TYPE. SKILLED IN ALL SPORTS, REMARK, I TRIED ТО TELL НІМ THE 
SUMMER LODGE AT THE LAKE. T HIS SPECIALTY WAS KNIFE: THROWING HAT Т LOVED JOEL... BUT 
МЕТ HIM THE WEEK І WENT UP X REMEMBER HOW, ON THAT FIRST ЕО ME AND PULLED ME ТО 
THERE...” HIKE, HE SHOWED ME HIS TALENTS...’ 


HIKE?! МЕ?! NOT A ALL RIGHT, WHAT UNCANNY | THEN HOW САМ 
ON YOUR L/F£,HONEY.) JOEL, АШ, GEORGE! You STAND ч 
I'M JUST GOING TO ISOADMIRE — BEING MARRIED WHIPCORD BODY... THE 
LOLL HERE! WHY STRONG | TO THAT FLABBY, HUNGER OF A REAL 
DON'T YOU ASK ATHLETIC / \NERT LUMP OF WAN? CAN HE? 
f ЖО LARD YOU CALL « 





! "THE NEXT TIME I SAW GEORGE WAS WHEN НЕ САМЕ TO 
RAN. BACK TOWARD THE LODGE, INFURIATED..- THE HOUSE ONE NIGHT WHILE JOEL WAS WORKING LATE 


(т DESPISE YOU.) WHAT DID THE WISE BARD AT THE BANK.. 7 E 
‚ LOATHE YOU... WRITE? "THE LADY DOTH (С NANf I HAD TO SEE YOU! І'М) GEORGE! YOU'RE 
HATE You! PROTEST TOO MUCH! ан LOVE WITH YOU! r CAN'T / BEING FOOLISH 
7 ШЫ сет vou our oF мү WIND I'M PERFECTLY 
WHY со.ом ZORTUR/NG HAPPY WITH JOEL | 
ME... AND YOURSELF? X wouLoN'T AUN 


PLEASE... RUN AWAY ,- AWAY FROM ALL 
WITH MET THIS: гон ANT 


° AND THEN HE KISSED ME. І SLAPPED HIS FACE AND 





( NOT EVEN IF YOU'D NOT EVEN IF ТО ХІ MEANT THAT. -THAT Т HADN'T FALLEN IÑ LOVE WITH 
FALLEN IN LOVE fg FALLEN IN LOVE . GEORGE. BUT T TH/NK NOW THAT НЕ TOOK RAS A ÛN- 
WITH ME? WITH YOU! NOW, FESSION. X REMEMBER NOW WHAT HE 94/0..." 
PLEASE 607 Ў BT 141 во... BUT YOU'LL Y ALL X WANT ^, 
ШІ BE ABLE ТО 20 WHAT YOU (NOW IS ТО ВЕ 
WANT SOONE X PROMISE! | LEFT ALONE... 








GONSTABLE STEBBINS: SHOOK HIS AGAIN CONSTABLE STEBBINS ND AGAIN HE COMFORTED 
HEAD AS 1 FINISHED МУ STORY.. PICKED UP THE PHONE... 


А MAN THINKS WHAT h I..80B. ALVIN! ISSUE A WARRANT 

HE WANTS T' THINK, | LDIDN'T FOR A GEORGE BAKERS- 1 | GET A CRAZY NOTION THAT 

MA'AM? THIS GEORGE | ЙОНИ Pes YOU'RE UNHAPPY WITH 

FELLER WANTED ТО ) I WOULD MURDERS YOUR HUSBAND... AND 

THINK YOU LOVED HAVE MADE ME т ттн 

HIM, ви p г IANDS TO "м 

BUT WOULDN'T AND FREE You! МЕШ, 

"WE'LL MAKE "ЕМ PAY FOR 
IT MRS. THATCHER! WE'LL.., 





WE GOT CASTS OF THE SOMEBODY ELSE 
GOT АМ 4¿/8/ WHAT'D YOU DO FOOTPRINTS OUTSIDE THE | WAS THERE 
FOR WM WITH THE GUA DICKSONZ/CPAZ'Y^ | | THATCHER W/WDOM, BAKERS- ) BESIDE MES 
w THE GUN YOU nen Wn FIELD! SOMEBODY UP AT THE ] I HEARD A SWOT | CHIEF? 
[42 Z 5457 JOEL THATCHE a 


DENTIFIED YOUR AS I THREW THE 
YOU KILLED KNIFE 77/ NOT 


BAKERSFIELD SAID HE ALL RIGHT ALL THAT'S FOR THE CORONER'S JURY | OKAY, DICKSON 
SAW YOU RUNNING AWAY, | RIGHT I SHOT HIMI TO DECIDE. OWE OF YOU TRIED LET'S 607 WE'VE 
DICKSON! HE SAID You BUT BAKERSFIELD TO KILL A DEAD MAN ^A SPLIT- 
SECOND DIFFERENCE „ВИТ STILL, 
A DEAD MANS ONE OF You 15 
GUILTY OF MURDER /THE ОТНЕЛ, 
OF THE ATTEMPT ^ 














CONSTABLE STEBBINS TOLD МЕ WELL, WE'RE GOING TO T WAS sick WHEN X СОТ HOME. ALL. 
THE NEWS... ETO PEON АН. NGHT, T TOSSED AND TURNED Med 
AUT 2 TO SLEEP EARLY IN THE MORNI 
AUAN OOM ME TECHNICAL? Увдно"з BODY To DETER- THE PHONE STARTLED ME OUT OF AN 
SLAN CONE SUNDERE S INEO ACTUALLY EXHAUSTED 002Е..- 
FESSED/ IT'S А KILLED HIM. THE E MRS, THATCHER? THAT 
TECHNICAL QUES- 2 un TUE AUTOPSY WON'T BE 
TION FROM HERE ON | NECESSARY now! 
{н i YOU KNOW. . . IT'S. 
2 < А AMAZINGS BOTH 
á THOSE GUYS GOT THE 
SAME IDEA... TO KILL 
YOUR HUSBAND... AND 
THEY 2/0 /T AT THE 
SAME TIME... 


T FELT SUDDENLY REFRESHED, I GOT UP AND SLIPPED INTO A 
HOUSECOAT AND WALKED OUT TO. THE PORCH-STUDY. I LOOKED AT | 
LAST NIGHT, BOTH THOSE BUYS, THE CHARRED REMAINS OF THE LETTER I'D BURNED. LAST NIGHT... 


d 
COMMITTED. SUICIDE IN тиып бсо |THE SUICIDE LETTER IN JOEL'S HANDWRITING- 
; дє гг 7 


FACE THE MUS/C. WELL, ‘BYE, 


IT HAD GOTTEN TO A POINT WHERE T'O 4087 JOEL WAS DEAD WHEN HENRY SHOT HIM AND GEORGE 
PATIENCE. FIRST, HENRY'D BALKED! THEN KNIFED HIM. YOU SEE, I'D PO/SONED HIM А FEW 


GEORGE / І HADN'T BEEN ABLE TO BRING | Q HOURS EARLIER! 7 
EITHER OF THEM TO KILL JOEL ^ SO T'O / à 


DECIDED TO 20/7 MYSELF? YO FORGED 1. 
R. p 





yg guy 


Lester HOAG RULED OVER HIS PRISON CAMP WITH AN IRON FIST AND. A LEATHER WHIP AND A COMPELLING DESIRE TO 
INFLICT PAIN UPON THE LIFERS WHO WERE HIS CHARGES. AND NO ONE HAD EVER ESCAPED FROM LESTER HOAG'S INTOL- 
ERABLE DOMAIN. SOME HAD TRIED, BUT NONE HAD SURVIVED THE FIERCE GANTLET BETWEEN THE COMPOUND'S QUTER 
AND INNER FENCES WHERE FEROCIOUS SEMI-STARVED DOGS WAITED WITH SALIVA DRIPPING FROM THEIR BLOODTHIRSTY 
ws. THE DESPERATE ONES...THE ONES WHO WOULO FINALLY BREAK UNDER THE STRAIN OF LESTER HOAG'S | 
о “АМО THE STINGS OF HIS WHIP AND THE BRUISES OF HIS HOBNAILED BOOTS- WAITED FOR т 


МО LONGER CABE... To WHOM; F REEDOM АМО DEATH WOULD EVENTUALLY COME TO MEAN ONE AND THE 





G/T UP, YOU ORNERY, BACK~SLIDIN' GOLDBRICK*: 

THEM PICKS АН“ SHOVELS KEEP WORKIN' TILL. 

CALL A BREAK... NOT WHEN YOU FEEL LIKE ТАКІМ" 
GIT UP OR, SO HELP МЕ, Z “ZZ LAY YOUR: 





TOM HERRICK WRITHED BENEATH THE BESTIAL ONSLAUGHT ANbY TOLEMAN 
OF LESTER HOAG’S WHISTLING LASH, RECOILING IN PAIN STARING AT THE TWITCHING BODY OF HIS PRISON PAL. 
WITH EACH STINGING BLOW THAT TRACED AN ANGRY THEN, SUDDENLY, ME DARTED TOWARD THE BARBED-WIRE 
RED LINE ACROSS HIS PERSPIRED BARED ВАСК. HIS PRISON FENCE... 
FELLOW PRISONERS STOOD BY,HELPLESSLY WATCHING, I CAN'T STAND ІТ NO MORE! COME BACK, 
SHELPLESSLY SUFFERING WITH H q | Z CAN'T ZAKE NO MORE OF TOLEMAN! STOP, 
STOP ITI FoR GOD'S STAY PUT, TOLEMAN! THIS! ги GETTIN: ОШТУ, OR I SHOOTS, 
SAKE, STOP IT! DON'T } AIN'T FINE YEARS IN THIS ) | ”—mÑQT ma! 
MIT HIM ANYMORE! 24 PLACE TAUGHT. YOU NOT — = 
= TO INTERFERE WITH A 





























ОНЕ ОЕ THE GRIMY PRISON GUARDS 
RAISED HIS RIFLE. HOAG STEPPED 
FORWARI INNING, PUTTING HIS 
HUGE FIST UPON THE BARREL. . 
LET HIM GOS IF HE 

WANTS. TO ESCAPE, 

LET HIM TAX/ ANY 





THE BLOODY, BEATEN PRISONER 
RAISED HIMSELF, CRYING WEAKLY TO 
HIS FLEEING COMPANION. .. 

DON'T ANDY? XY 

THOSE 006511 

TEAR YOU APART 
DON'T 60 IN THERE f, 


“THE SNARLING HOUNDS LEAPED DOWN 
THE NARROW AISLE BETWEEN THE 
INNER AND OUTER BARBED-WIRE | 
FENCES TO WHERE THE ESCAPING 
PRISONER STOOD, ROOTED WITH FEAR. 


MAN'S FREE TO TRY! J| ` 
THOSE GATES ARE 44 BACKS 





SOMEHOW, THE GUARDS MANAGED TO BEAT OFF THE 
YAPPING HOUNDS AND DRAG THE LACERATED AND 
BLEEDING BODY OF ANDY TOLEMAN BACK INSIDE THE 
COMPOUND... 


Ано LESTER: Hone WATCHED WITH AN EVIL SATISFACTION 
AS THE RAZOR SHARP FANGS OF HIS STARVED BEASTS TORE 
AT THE SHRIEKING PRISONER WHO HAD ATTEMPTED, TO 


"ALL RIGHT? SET 
HIM OUT OF THERE M y 
ВЕ! J ger KILL 


THAT NIGHT, BY THE LIGHT OF A FLICKERING CANDLE, TOM 
HERRICK BATHED ANDY TOLEMAN'S WOUNDS... TOUCHING A 
DAMPENED CLOTH TO THE UGLY FLOWING GASHES... THE 





THERE! NOW, JAKE YER HERO- 

FRIEND BACK INTO YOUR QUAR- 

TERS, HERRICK! AN BOTH ОҒ 

YOU BETTER BE READY FOR WORK 

MONDAY MORNIN’ OR YOU'LL HEAR 
FROM МЕ! 


С-СОМЕ ON, 
ANDY! I'LL 
H-HELP Youl 


TORN AND LACERATED FLESH OF HIS PRISON-FRIEND... 








THE NEXT DAY WAS SUNDAY, LESTER HOAG'S DAY OFF. 
BUT THE TENSE CLOUD OF HATRED THAT LAY LIKE A 
BLANKET OVER THE CAMP WAS HARDLY DISPERSED. FOR 
HOAG RELAXED ИМ FULL VIEW, IN FRONT OF HIS HOUSE 
А FEW HUNDRED YARDS AWAY DOWN THE VALLEY... 
LOOK ат HIM ! THE W He's T/RED FROM 
ҒАТ 54087 Loox AT || BEAT/W' US ALL WEEK. 
нім ¿V/W' THERE... HE'S GOTTA 4657 UP... 
GET HIS STRENGTH BACK... 
so's HE САМ START ALL 
OVER TOMORROW... 
Б 


АТ SHACKLING TIME THE NEXT MORNING , ANDY WAS 
MISSING FROM THE LINE-UP. HOAG'S FACE TURNED PUR- 
* PLE... 





WHERE'S YOUR Y HE...HE'S S/CK, MR. HOAG! HE'S Y 


BUDDYPWHERE'S) LOST ^ Lor OF BLOOD/ THOSE 
TOLEWAW? DOG BITES SHOULD'A BEEN 
STITCHED UP# ne's WEAK! 
(ЕТТІМ STAY IN BED... 


ANDY WAS DRAGGED FROM HIS 
CRAWLY BEO AND FLUNG AT НОАО 5 
FEET WHERE HE WHIMPERED SOFTLY... 
SPREAD -EAGLE HIM TO THE 
GROUNDS LET нім ROT IN THE 
SUN. THE FLIES'LL LOVE 


Нодв TURNED TO THE OTHER PRIS- 

ONERS 

THE REST or vou..FALL INF A 
WE WORK ON THE Ф060 -PILE 


THE PRISON DICTATOR WAS OBLIVIOUS TO THE NAKED FURY 

MOUNTINGIN THE CAMP UP THE HILLSIDE. HE WAS SAFE, 

AND A PACK OF STARVED, BLOOD-THIRSTY HOUNDS WERE HIS 

GUARDIANS... 

HEH, HEH! LOOK/T "EM... STARIN' THEIR EYEBALLS OUT... Ü 
WATCHIN' МЕ! THEYO LIKE TO K/LL ME...EVERY BLASTED 

ONE OF ‘EM. BUT NOT OWE OF "ЕМ HAS THE GUTS TO TRY 
то COME DOWN HERE... BLESS THEM HUNGRY HOUNDS, 


STAY IN 82077 NOBODY STAYS 

IN BEDS ІР HE'S ALIVE, НЕ 
WORKS 7 WILSON ...WALKER... DRAG 
THAT TOLEMAN OUT HERES < 
SICK,\S НЕ?! WE'LL SEE ном 5/20 
HE'LL BE WHEN Z GET THROUGH 


Ано AS том AND OTHER SICK AND 
WEAK AND HALF-DEAD PRISONERS 
MARCHED OFF, ANDY WAS LASHED 
SPREAD-EAGLED TO THE HOT, DUSTY 
FLOOR OF THE PRISON COMPOUND... 
Ж [/ HUP...TUP...TREE..FOWR 
HUP... TUP... TREE... FOW) 














THAT EVENING WHEN THE MEN RETURNED TO THE. ТНЕУ CARRIED ANDY INTO THE PRISON BARRACKS AND LAID НІМ 
COMPOUND, ANDY WAS RELEASED FROM HIS TORTUR- ON HIS BLOODSTAINED COT. HE OPENED HIS EYES JUST ONCE... 
OUS POSITION. BUT HE DID NOT GET UP. SAID JUST ONE THING BEFORE HE DIED. 
60 AHEAD! TAKE YOUR t 1..1 704” хон,том! 1...704” YUH І WAS 
GOLD-BRICKIN' FRIEND! MAYBE F ДУДУ” eu] GETT/N' OUTS THE WHIP...AN' THE HOUNDS'LL... 
HE'S LEARNED HIS LESSON! / C'MON! NEVER GIT ME... WHERE Z M..GO/M'S I... 
Wa} AN' IF HE AINT READY TO а TOL"... YUH... 
I | REPORT FOR WORK TMOR- j 
ROW... THE SAME THIN 





- 1 AA a! абе 7% 
Том HERRICK LOOKED AT THE DEAD [DON'T т? LISTEN f THE with 7H/S7 т 
BODY OF HIS FRIEND AND A STORM TRICK IS T' GET 2497 
BREWED WITHIN НІМ. . „А STORM THEM HOUNDS. IF I oF MESS ONE 
THAT CAME UP FROM SOMEWHERE CAN 00 THAT, 1 CAN pay. IT's DULL 
DEEP... RAGING ANGRIER AND ANGRIER. | GET T'HOAG'S PLACE, NOW, вот IT 
Tw сонна 4/44 Tare т) А" КДС НИК CAN ВЕ 


HIMI I'M GONNA EASY, „Ж "€. as л SHARPENED. 
KILL HOAG FOR: M TOM! YOU | Ga = 
THIS! x SWEAR IT! DON'T я 
STAND А 
CHANCE, 











THE WAY I "I COULD KEEP "ЕМ AWAY FROM МЕ BY TOSS/W* GREAT. вит I'M GONNA GET 
FIGURE It, THEM IT то "ЕМ AS I MADE THE FUN TO HOAG'S WHERE YOU GONNA IT By DOIN’ 
HOUNDS COULD BE |, HOUSE...’ GET IT? YOULL 4 WITHOUT SUP- 
TAKEN CARE ОҒ e NEED PLENTY ^. | PERSI ан I'M 
IF I HAD ENOUGH N AN' WHERE You GONNA WEEP IT 

MEAT... ^ GONNA KEEP ІТ? OUTSIDE THE 
THEY'RE ALWAYS: CAMP... AT THE 
SEARGHIN' THE Ë ROCK-PILEL 
BARRACKS... 


Ано so,'oPERATION REVENGE' BEGAN FOR TOM HERRICK, 





HE WASN'T INTERESTED IN ESCAPING FROM THE PRISON 
NOW, THAT COULD COME ALONG LATER AS AN AFTER- 
THOUGHT IF HIS PLAN WORKED. ONLY ONE THING 
OCCUPIED TOM'S MIND. 'K/LZ 7/046... FOR ANDY. 


LITTLE BY LITTLE, DAY AFTER DAY, WEEK AFTER WEEK, TOM 
SAVED THE MEAGER SCRAPS OF MEAT FROM HIS SUPPER ` 
PLATES, STUFFING THEM INTO A CLOTH BAG HE'D SEWN | 
BENEATH HIS SHIRT. AND ON THE DAYS WHEN THEY'D WO 
THE ROCK PILE, HE'D ADD HIS SAVINGS TO THE REST OF H 





ARE YOU SURE THE NAW! THEY'RE LOOKIN 
SCREWS AIN'T OUT THE WINDOW! 60 
WATCHIN! PHIL? AHEAD! жш | 


DURING THE LONG NIGHTS, HE'D HONE 
ANO REHONE THE ONCE-DULL MESS 

KNIFE TILL IT COULD ALMOST SPLIT 
А HAIR DOWN THE MIDDLE... т. 


. Soon, OPERATION. REVENGE WASN'T 
ONLY TOM'S BATTLE, EVERY- 
ONE IN THE CAMP HAD А STAKE IN 








Ано THE CACHE GREW... 


IT'S GETTIN" TIME, eo! 
т вот PLENTY HID МҮ EYES! 








HERE TOM! X SAVED TH-THANKS, 
SOME OF MY SUPPER 
TONIGHT! I..IM KINDA 

GETTIN’ ANXIOUS 7. 


TOME WE'RE . 


WORKIN'f HE'S,..SAF/ Looks 
LIKE HE'S STASHIN' SOMETHIN" 
AWAY UNDER THEM ROCKS... 


HERE Y ARE, 





HERE! LOOK HARD, BUT... I 
WOW! CAN'T AFFORD /( DON'T SEE 
то LOSE IT! 


THANKS, 
FELLERS f 
EVERY SCRAP 
KEEPS A HOUND 
'OFF'N MY THROAT 
A LITTLE LONGER. 





WHEN THE PRISONERS WERE RETURNED, THE WORD WAS 
PASSED ALONG. 


SAVE ALL 
YER MEAT f J 





SAVE ALL YOU. 


HE'LL NEED ENOUGH 
| GETS HERRICK 


То бЕТ PAST THE 


CAN REACHTHE 2/6 | 
CATCH АТ THE ROCK, 











А GHOSTLY COLD MOON HUNG IN A VELVET BLACK 
SKY AS TOM SLIPPED FROM THE PRISON BARRACKS 
THE DESERTED COMPOUND. . - 


HE RAN LOW, HIDING THE GLINT OF HIS KNIFE. FROM THE 
GANTLET CAME THE SLOBBERING BARKING OF THE STARVED 
HOUNDS. BEHIND, SOMEONE SHOUTED AND A BARRACKS 
WINDOW SMASHED .. 





7 THE /WWER GATE... START А 
RUCKUS GOIN... FIGHT... 
AWY THIN! .. YO ATTRACT 

THE GUARDS. 


THE DOGS LOPED TOWARD HIM, HOWLING, HE FLUNG 


THE 00GS WERE AFTER HIM AS HE FLUNG OPEN THE OUTER 
SOME OF THE PRECIOUS MEAT AND THEY LEAPED UPON 


GATE AND DARTED DOWN THE ROAD TOWARD THE ROCK 
JT, SNARLING AND FIGHTING AMONG THEMSELVES.» . PILE, ICE COLD SWEAT RAN DOWN HIS BACK, HIS HEART 
М GRIPES! THEY SWALLOW THE STUFF WHOLE! POUNDED WILDLY IN HIS HEAVING.CHEST, HE FLUNG 
АМ THIS HAS GOT TO LAST ME...TILL I REACH 


SAFE in HIS SOFT BED IN HIS VALLEY 
HOUSE FAR BELOW, LESTER HOAG SAT 
UP, LISTENING TO THE HOWLING DOGS. 


Ar THE ROCK PILE, TOM HERRICK 













Нодв LEANED BACK IN HIS BED, LIT HIS CIGAR, AND 
PUFFED ON IT CONTENTEDLY. HE KNEW WHAT WAS 
HAPPENINGS не COULD SEE IT IN HIS WIND'S 
EYE. нео FIGURED THE WHOLE THING OUT. 7 
AFTER THE PRISONERS HAD BEEN MARCHED BACK I 
FOUND THE CACHE OF MEAT AND REMOVED /T. 


Г HEH, HEH” so HERRICK WON'T BE 
ABLE To STALL THEM MUTTS 
OFF WOW? THEY'LL RIP HIM 

TO SHREDS! 


Ноав PEERED: THROUGH HIS BEDROOM WINDOW, FLIPPING 
OFF THE LIGHT SO НЕ COULD SEE INTO THE MOONLIT DARK- 
NESS, THE HOWLS OF THE 0005 WERE CLOSER NOW. BUT 
SUDDENLY THERE WAS ANOTHER SOUND.., А MORE FRIGHT- 
ENING SOUND...THE SOUND OF А DOOR SLAMMING... 


Том HERRICK STOOD SILHOUETTED IN THE BEDROOM DOOR- 
WAY, HOAG BACKED ИР... HIS FLABBY FACE TWITCHING IN 
FEAR...HIS THICK LIPS SUDDENLY DRY...HIS EYES FILLING 
WITH COWARDLY, FRIGHTENED TEARS .. 


1T..AT CAN'T BE YOU, HERRICK! IT CAN'T 

BE т FOUND YOUR MEAT CACHE! I-L 

STOLE IT! THE DOGS SHOULD HAVE 

GOTTEN You. HOW DID YOU KEEP/ voas! SEE 
THE DOGS AWAY? FOR YOURSELF... 








Hoas WAITED FOR THE EAR-SPLITTING SCREAMS... THE 
GURGLING DEATH CRY! BUT NO CRIES САМЕ/ ONLY THE HOWL- 
ING SNARLING YELPS OF THE STARVED DOGS DRIFTED TO HIM... 


DRAWING NEARER...NEARER... 


SOUNDS LIKE THEY'RE GONNA MAKE 
THEIR A/LZ RIGHT OUT THERE IN FRONT | 
WHERE I CAN SEE! 


НЕ HEARD THE FOOTSTEPS ON THE STAIRS, HEARO THE 
HEAVY BREATHING IN THE HALL OUTSIDE, SAW THE 
GLINT OF THE STEEL KNIFE THAT HAO BEEN PATIENT! 
НОМЕ” АМО НОМЕР AND HONED... 


wHo!... WHO'S THERE? 
HERRICK? 15 THAT 


Нодв REACHED OUT WITH A TREMBLING HAND AND FLICKED 
ON THE BEDROOM LIGHT. SUDDENLY HE WAS SICK. THE 
KNIFE IN HERRICK'S HAND WOULD ВЕ A WELCOME END TO 
ТИЕ REVOLTING HORROR THAT ROILED AND TURNED HIS 
STOMACH IN DISGUST... 


Z KEPT THEM AWAY BY 
FEEDING THEM MEAT, 
НОА? SEE? 


< 


е 2%. 


Ано AS HERRICK CAME TOWARD HIM, HOAG TURNED FROM 

THE AWFUL SIGHT OF WHITE BONE SHOWING THROUGH RAW 
RED FLESH WHERE HERRICK HAD STRIPPED MEAT TO FEED 
THE HOWLING HUNGRY HOUNDS... 


-ТНЕ ЕНО- т 


МЯУ СЛАШ 


UNGER HESITATED BEFORE THE LITTLE HOLE -IN-THE-WALL UNGER PUT THE LEAD KEY BACK INTO HIS POCKET 

SHOP, HE SHOOK HIS HEAD, IT WAS THE OLDEST TRICK IN АМО LIT A CIGARETTE. HE STUDIED THE LOCKSMITH 

THE WORLD, NO LOCKSMITH WOULD FALL FOR IT. HE KNEW SHOP, IT WAS ONE OF THOSE LITTLE CUBICLE-TYPE 

17, HE KNEW HE'D HAVE TO FIND SOME OTHER WAY TO HAVE | STORES THAT NESTLED SNUGLY BETWEEN TWO 

А DUPLICATE MADE OF THE SOFT LEAD KEY HE HELD INHIS | LARGER ONES AS IF SEEKING THEIR PROTECTION 

TREMBLING HAND AND WARMTH, HIS TRAINED EYES NOTED THE FRONT 
DOOR,,, NOTED NO BURGLAR ALARM METAL DECORA- 
TIONS ON THE GLASS, 


V HMMPH/ оғ COURSE 
NOT! WHAT'S TO STEAL 
IN A TWO -8/7 LOCKSMITH © 
SHOP LIKE THAT? 






HE GLANCED AT THE LOCKSMITH STANDING IN THE 
FRONT WINDOW, BUSY AT HIS KEYMAKING MACHINE, , , 
THE MACHINE UNGER NEEDED SO DESPERATELY TO 








His GAZE FELL UPON THE BOARD OF KEY BLANKS 
HANGING BEHIND THE LOCKSMITH. SOMEWHERE ON 
THAT BOARD WAS THE BLANK THAT UNGER WOULD 
USE TO REPRODUCE A STURDY DUPLICATE OF THE 
USELESS LEAD CAST IN HIS POCKET... 








AND THE LEAD KEY WAS USELESS IN ITS PRESENT FORM. 
IF UNGER WOULD TRY TO USE IT, IT WOULD BENO AND 
SWAP AND SPOIL HIS WEEKS OF PLANNING ...HIS WEEKS: 
OF PATIENT WA/TING...WAITING FOR HIS CHANCE. НЕ 
REMEMBERED HOW HE'D CHECKED /W AT THE LUXURIOUS 
APARTMENT HOTEL... 

Juku vou ве STAYING WITH US 
LONG, MR... ER... MR. MILLER? 





1 МОРЕ..РЕЯМА- 
NENTLY£ MY FIRM 
JUST OPENED A BRANCH 
OFFICE HERE AND I'VE 
зен земт DOWN To RUM 


Не TAKEN HIS LAST THOUSAND 
DOLLARS AND HE'D MADE AN 
INVESTMENT. WITH IT . HE'D BOUGHT 


HE'D DRESSED IN CONSERVATIVE 

CLOTHES AND HE'D LED A CONSERV- 
ATIVE LIFE. FOR THREE WEEKS HE'D 
COME АМО GONE IN THAT HOTEL AS 


AND FOR THREE WEEKS UNGER'D. 
CASED THE JOINT... SEARCHING FOR 
HIS PREY..SEARCHING FOR HIS 


*wELL,COME Š A RESPECTABLE BUSINESS МАН 
1 5000 EVENING, 

MRS. HODGES! 
LOVELY EVENING., 


HEH...HEH... VE/GH~ 
BORS,YOU MIGHT SAY ý 








UNTIL HE'D FOUND HER... 
OH ...UH... THANK 
YOU , MR. MILLER. 
IT'S... НЕН, НЕ! 

YOUR BIDS, 


INTERESTED, MRS. HODGES, 
YOU SEE, D/AMONDS ARE 





— 
L FORGIVE ME FOR BEING SO 


THAT'S А 
LOVELY 
DIAMOND 


воор ^, 
EVENING, MR. 
) MILLER! ER... | 
DO YOU PLAY 
BRIDGE, MR. 4 
MILLER? Ғғ 





— AND HE'D FOUND HER AN EAGER ANO WILLING 
PREY... Ls 
OH? 15 THAT SO,MR.MILLER, 
THEN SOMEDAY YOU MUST хи. 
LET ME SHOW YOU ALL ОР | І REALLY ` 8л 

му DIAMOND COLLECTION, N WOU! 

‘YOU WOULO APPRECIATE t, 





























MR. HoosEs'o BEEN WRONG Тн REST W 1 HOPE vou ARE N| РТ HAVE POLICIES ON W YOU SAY 

UNGER'D ALREADY MADE HIS BID! | ARE IN МУ У PROPERLY (WSURED,| | ALL MY JEWELRY, MR. | YOU BOUGHT. 

AND MRS, HODGES HAD ANSWERED. VAULTS | MRS. HODGES. IT MILLER, HAVE WO THIS TIARA 
ATER,. . B _ | ALL TOLD, V WOULD BE SUCH А EARL IN 1934, 


D ABOUT PITY IF... MRS. HODGES? 

f THERE'S WO FINER V THEY'RE 
DIAMOND THANA |THE ONLY | |*' 2 j Ls 
FLAWLESS BLUE- | DIAMONDS um A 
WHITE! NO I'LL 20; ^ i 
FINERS ^ MAG- В MR. MILLER! 4 
NIFICENT RING, | THIS IS ALL I j dre 

IRS. HODGES! HAVE HOME 



























SAS APRA 
THE MOMENT 7 е. You 4 j "D BE GLAD TO EXAMINE \| 
T BROUGHT IT INSURED \T ALL OF YOUR DIAMONDS, 
HOME, І CALLED) FOR ITS /93¢ н, MRS. HODGES! Го ВЕ GLAD 
MY BROKER! / VALUE.'HAVEN'T ,7/ AS MUCH TODAY AS YOU Й TO GIVE YOU AN ESTIMATE 

YOU EVER HAD IT ORIGINALLY PAID FOR ( 
РУДІ ЈЕО, MRS. IT. YOU MUST BE HOPE- 
HODGES? 

















жор vou, ма.” Жез UNSER'O MADE vis ВИД FOR 

MILLER? ОН WOULD, TOMORROW | А GRAND SLAM НЕ'О HURRIED 
YOU DO THAT? TLL | NIGHT, THEN, BACK TO HIS OWN APARTMENT AND 

BRING THEM HOME MRS. HODGES f ‘UNWRAPPED 5 S- 

FROM MY VAULT ` T i 

BOX TOMORROW... 





HiE'DUEFTTHE CLAY ON THE COFFEE — ..AND HE'D RETURNED some time [I FERGOT 5/Г41 LET YOU /W, Y 
TABLE AND HE'D GONE OUT, THROUGH LATER, ROARING DRUNK. . ` MY KEY... 


THE LOBBY, PAST THE FRONT VWHERE'SH N P-PLEASE, MR. Hic... ROV 


LEMANS EVVYBODDY? | MILLER! YOU'LL TM. LOCKED y PLEASE ВЕ QUIET! , 
ооо EVENING, J| | HEY ОУУ | DISTURB THE 
Rov! | | FRONTSHEYS J OTHER TENENTSY 
EN , ашы 


аа 








Іт HAD ALL WORKED зо NICELY.SO ANDUNGER'D COLLAPSED SO REAL- 
PERFECTLY. ROY'D GOTTEN THE ISTICALLY. 
THE WONDERFUL MASTER 
OULD UNLOCK THE DOOR 
ТО A QUARTER OF A MILLION DOL- 


Ано SO; WHILE ROY'O PUTTERED IN 
Е THE KITCHEN, UNGER'D PRESSED THE 
MR. MILLER? Vou eerren IMPRESSIONS OF THE MASTER PASS- 
vou ALL RIGHT?) FIX ME SOME KEY INTO THE WRITING SLABS OF 


CLAY..ONE FOR EACH SIDE... 
LARS FOR UNGER. . - А + si 


YOU'RE А600 
KID, ROY! YOU'RE 
A DOLLf YOU... | 


^ 


you... 


HE CAST HE NOW HELD IN HIS UNGER WATCHED THE OLD MAN 
EMBLING HAND..USELESS..BUT POCKET THE KEY TO THE SHOP AND 
WITH А $250,000 POTENTIAL... START TOWARD HIM, IT WAS WOW OR 
он-он! THE OLD 
GUY'S CLOSIN' UP 


MY FAULT! SORRY! 
‘SHOP! 


I WASN'T LOOKING 
WHERE I WAS GOING! 












UNGER WATCHED THE OLD MAN 
HOBBLE DOWN THE STREET INTO 
THE GATHERING DARKNESS. HE 
SMILED DOWN AT THE KEY TO THE 
LOCKSMITH SHOP HE'D е FROM 
THE OLD MAN'S POCKET. 






WHEN DARKNESS CAME, ME LET НЕ LOCKED THE DOOR BEHIND | 
[ ТО THE SHOP... AND PUT ТО THE SI D 
FTT те THE hip Н BESID 14-4 


MAKING MACHINE AND ` Took ттм 
LEAD CAST, "m š 






НЕ FROZE. OUTSIDE THE SHOP, 


. HE FOUND THE MATCHING BLANK. 
HE | OE ЕСНОЕО. А COP... ON 


ЕАСНЕО FOR IT: THE BOARD | 
[m LOOSE FROM THE WALL, ` 
| DOW! SPILLING THE | 
-BLANKS PON T Ue Шә. 











НЕ LOOKED DOWN AT THE PILE OF KEYS 
COVERING T THE TINY | SHOP FLOOR. А 
COLD CHILL CREPT UP HIS SPINE HE 
LOOKED AT THE FRONT DOOR HE'D | 
LOCKED.. 


ACCIDENTLY BRUSHING THE KEY 
TO THE SHOP DOOR FROM THE 
BENCH... 








HOW WAS HE d GONG TOGET r 





His mission FORGOTTEN, HE 
BEGAN TO TRY KEY AFTER KEY... 
PICKING THEM FROM THE PILE 
AND INSERTING THEM IN THE 
FRONT DOOR LOCK...FAILING... 
TRYING AGAIN. . . FAILING „НОЖ 
ING MORE AND MORE DESPERATE... 
162) 40953 









For A WILD MOMENT, HE ALMOST 
SMASHED THE GLASS BUT THE 

,FOOTSTEPS RETURNED. HE 

ÍCOULDN'T DO THAT] THE СОР 
WOULO: HEAR 


THE KEYS GLITTERED. THE 
WALLS SEEMED TO CLOSE IN. 
UNGER GIGGLED, НЕ STARTED 
ALL OVER AGAIN.. . TRYING. ,. 
FAILING я 


үс» 











Fear GRIPPEDHIM. HE FROZE AS 
THE FOOTSTEPS RETURNED. THE 
COP AGAIN! UNGER COWERED IN THE 
SHADOWS... 


НЕ GROVELED AMONG THE MASS OF 
KEYS ON THE FLOOR. . -TRYING ONE.. 
DISCARDING IT ONTO THE BENCH... 


TRYING AGAIN. .. 


"Tue OLD MAN FOUND HIM IN THE MORN- 
ÎNG, SITTING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE 


TINY SHOP'S FLOOR. EVERY DRAWER 
HAD BEEN OPENED AND EMPTIED, - - 
EVERY KEY.IN THE SHOP SPILLED OUT. 


THE POLICEMAN PASSED, UNGER'S 
SLEEVE CAUGHT THE HANDLE OF A 

BENCH DRAWER, PULLING IT OUT, 

SPILLING ITS CONTENTS UPON THE 
FLOOR.’ MORE KEYS. 


His LEGS ACHED FROM HIS CRAMPED 
POSITION. HE STOOD UP, SWAYING, 
STUMBLING AGAINST THE BENCH, 
KNOCKING THE KEYS HE'D TRIED 
BACK ONTO THE FLOOR. . . 


THEY CAME AND TOOK HIM AWAY. HE 
NEVER HEARD THE OLD MAN REMARK... 


VT FIGURED НЕ WAS UPTO SOME 
THIN, HANGIN' AROUND LIKE THAT 
LAST NIGHT.: I MADE BELIEVE 
I LOCKED UP. THOUGHT I'D 2/5- 
COURAGE нім. WHEN HE F/CKED 
мү POCKET, X FIGURED НЕ WAS 
DESPERATE. WHAT WOULD А GUY. 
WANTAN AN OLD LOCKSMITH'S SHOP. 
ANYWAY? SPECIALLY ONE WITH A 
BUSTED FRONT DOOR LOCK 

THAT DON'T EVEN WORK 














(ZIMMER STOOD OVER THE FRIGHTENED, RABBIT-FACED, WHIM- | | LIEUTENANT ZIMMER NODDED TO SERGEANT 


PERING ROBBERY SUSPECT...BREATHING HARD AND RUBBING HIS - ы 5 
JARUISED KNUCKLES. HE NOTED WITH SADISTIC SATISFACTION E MUERE EHE 
THE RIBBON OF SCARLET THAT TRICKLED FROM THIS TWO-BIT TR 

STICK-UP-ARTIST'S QUIVERING MOUTH. IT WOULDN'T BE LONG 

Now! AMAN CAN'T TAKE TOO MUCHY А MAN CAN ABSORB 

JUST SO MUCH BRUTAL PUNISHMENT AND THEN HE JUST 

WAS TO CRACK! THE DESIRE TO SURVIVE IS STRONG ^ 

THE UNCONSCIOUS WEED OF L/FE ALWAYS QUTME/GHS THE 

CONSEQUENCES OF ANY DEAL TO PRESERVE THAT LIFE, NO 

MATTER WHAT THEY MAY EE...EVEN IF THEY MAY MEAN SPEND- 

ING THE REMAINDER OF THAT LIFE BEHIND BARS. LIFE IN 

PRISON IS S7/LL SURVIVAL. LIFE IN PRISON IS STILL NOT 

FINALITY...THE IRREVOCABLE END... DEATH... 


ALL RIGHT, WAXY? HAD МО, ZIMMER f NO/ DON'T...SOl 
ENOUGH? OR DOL START j H/T ME AGAIN. L..CHOKE... I 
ALL OVER? COULONT JAKE IT! 1... 4L 
SIGN! I'LL..SOB.. I'LL S/6W 
THE GONFESSION! 


== 





TYPED CONFESSION. ZIMMER HANDED НІМ А PEN. 
HE HESITATED, LOOKING UP AT THE DETECTIVE'S 
GRIM FACE WITH TEAR-FILLED EYES. ZIMMER'S FISTS 
CLOSED...THE KNUCKLES TURNING WHITE. WAXY 






vou xwow WHAT \ f 1.CHOKE.. ў іт MEANS 
THIS MEANS, LAWNOWS / LIFE, WAXY! 
DON'T YOU, WAXY?, LIFE IN THE 


: “ 21 THE THREE-TIME-LOSER STUDIED THE NEATLY - 
| 
| STATE PEN? 





Waxy PUT HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS 
AND BEGAN TO CRY. ZIMMER TURNED 
AWAY IN DISGUST, HE COULDN'T STAND 
IT TO SEE А MAN CRY, , 


ІН DISBELIEF; 


Waxv's JAW SAGGED. HIS MOUTH DROPPED OPEN. НЕ 

LOOKED LIKE AN AQUARIUM FISH, GULPING МАТЕ 

YOU...YOU GUYS Y WE'RE NOT Й/ФО/ИЯ, WAXY! 
TAKE (7 oR LEAVE /Tf WORK 


FOR AM. 

OR ROT IN JAIL FOR THE REST 

OF FOUR LIFE, WHAT DO YOU P 
Saye Tee 


WAXY STARED AT THESE GRIM-FACED 
LAW ENFORCERS...STARED AT THEM 


DEAL 





HE WERE STILL CONSCIOUS,OR IF THIS WERE 
ү on DREAM, HE FELT HIS PUFFED CHEEKS... 


INTERESTED IN A 
АХУРА 
6000 DEAL? 





Waxy SHRUGGED... 
Y FROM WOW OW YOU 


WORK FOR US... ИЕ 


WHERE то PULL YOUR 
JOBS. WE PROTECT 
YOU. AND WE GET 
SEVENTY-FIVE PERCENT 


WAXY STOOD UP...TRYING TO THINK OF SOMETHING TO DO 
WITH HIS HANDS TO HIDE HOW MUCH THEY SHOOK, HE 


NODDED EAGERLY. .. 





SURE? IV'S A DEAL! 

I'M GAME! WHAT... 

WHAT ABOUT THE 
CONFESSION? 


Waxy КОРУН steele THEY LISTI 


RAT-LIKE FOOTS; 


THAT'S OUR /MSURANCE, 
waxy! You CROSS US. 
AND YOU 60 UP THE RIVER. 

HERE'S A TEN-SPOT FROM 
THE DOUGH YOU SNATCHED 
CHECK IN AT THE 

ILLBOURNE HOTEL. jid 

FOR ECT БАН, е 


Еб TO His 
R Ku THE STATION - 


IT, ED? 1 
AVEN'T WE GOT 
DOORS ки 





— 




















p 


НЕ THOUGHT ABOUT HOW SEVEN KIDS 
FROM AN EAST SIDE TENEMENT FAMILY 
HAD EWDED UP...HOW ONE HAD DIED) 
AT 10, OF PNEUMONTA...HOW ONE 
HAD BEEN KILLED BY A TRUCK,..HOW 
HE'D SEEN HIS TWO ELDER BROTH- 
AS LYING ON COLD SLABS IN THE 
MORGUE WITH GANGLAND BULLETS 


PATROLMAN ED ZIMMER; IT'D SOUNDED 6000...НОМЕЗТ. 


CLEAN! AND THEN HED MET CORA, AND 
BEEN COMPLETE 


MARRY ME, HONEY? I 00N'T о 


MAKE MUCH NOW, BUT 


(Seven SEVEN... THE WORD ECHOED AWAY INTO 
+ LIEUTENANT ED ZIMMER THOUGHT | 
ABOUT THE PAST... ABOUT SEVEN KIDS CRAMMED 
TOGETHER IN À COLO-WATER FLAT.,.SHIVER 
AND HIM THE YOUNGEST AND THE 


B 
e 





HE THOUGHT ABOUT DIRTY TENEMENT STREETS ...RAT-INFESTED 
ALLEYS..GARBAGE-STREWN BACK YARDS... WHERE HE'D LEARNED 
Y AND 





Sey 





HE THOUGHT OF HIS ONLY SISTER 
REDUCED TO WALKING THE STREETS | 
...ANO HIS REMAINING BROTHER 
RUNNING AWAY TO. JOIN THE MER- 
CHANT MARINE, ONLY TO BETOR- 
PEDOED АМО DROWNED IN THE 
EARLY DAYS OF THE WAR. AND HE 
REMEMBERED JOINING THE FORCE... 


HIMSELF. 5 3 
wes. А СОР: 

WEY IN THOSE DAYS. | 
WERE CHANCES FOR ADVAN 
HE'D WORKED //4/70 AND PASSED НІ: 
EXAMS...AND HE'D BEEN 50 PROUD 
WHEN HE'D WALKED HIS FIRST BEAT 
IN HIS SPANKING NEW U| 


( SO YOU WANT TO BE 

| A СОР, EH, SON? 

| OKAY! JUST F/LL 
OUT THIS FORM... 


CORA. EDDIE THOUGHT OF CORA AND HE FELT HIS 
STOMACH ROIL..FELT HIS EYES SMART...FELT HIS FINGER- 
NAILS DIG INTO HIS PALMS AS HE TIGHTENED HIS FISTS 
ІМ HATE AND REVULSION AND SELF-PITY... 


(тм LEAVING YOU, EDDIE! IT'S 


HIS LIFE HAD 


Н, EOD! 
YES, I'LL 
MARRY YOU L 
| UE 


| 
| 
| 
| 











JERRY EDDIE THOUGHT ABOUT в POOR JERRY! ED HAO HAD TOLEAVE — WELL;JERRY WASN'T GOING TO END UP 
SOY. THAT'S WHO THIS WAS ALL HIM WITH NURSEMAIDS AND BABY A GOP... OR A MERCHANT SEAMAN., 
FOR! JERRY! HED.SEE TOIT SITTERS UNTIL HE WAS OLDENOUGH ОНА BODY ON A MARBLE SLAB. JERRY 
THAT JERRY WOULD AMOUNT TO TO TAKE CARE OF HIMSELF... WAS GOING TO BE SOMEBODY. THAT'S 
SOMETHING, HE THOUGHT ABOUT HEY SON 11557 I was our | WHY ED HAD GONE УЛО THIS 

THOSE EARLY YEARS.. „BRINGING A | AFTER SEVEN! WITH THE ( COLLEGE, POP? Y DON'T WORRY, 
BOY UP WITHOUT A MOTHER'S LOVE... | I'VE BEEN HOME Я МЕ?! on Whar? ! YOULL 
WHY, YOU'RE \ I...I GOT PRO- A HALF -HOUR, f YOUR DOUGH? WE < 60! I'LL SEE 
| HOME EARLY | MOTED, MRS. ELBY. ALREADY m HARDLY GET ALONG, „ТО IT! 
TONIGHT, MR. |I WANTED TO TAKE meas | " Bm AS 151, Та 
ZIMMMER! | JERRY OUT AND 1 7 

VERRY 

YOUR 









, WITH AREAL 
DETECTIVES 





ТИЕ РІСКРОСК HAD LIFTED OVER TWO HUNDRED AND FIFTY 
DOLLARS IN CASH... PLUS ASSORTED WALLETS...IN THE SPACE 
OF FIVE MINUTES. ED HAD FOUND THE EVIDENCE ON HIM AT 
HEADQUARTERS. . . 
GOT ANYTHING TO I'LL... I'LL MAKE A DEAL 
SAY, CRUMB? WITH YUH, COPPER, 





Ir'o BEGUN THE NIGHT HE'D SPOTTED THE PICK- 
POCKET OPERATING IN THE INTERMISSION CROWD 

POURING OUT OF THE THEATER FOR A QUICK SMOKE... 
8 ACES 


HUH? YOU... 





...AND THE MONEY'D GLEAMED INVITINGLY UNDER THE 


THEY'D STOOD IN THE QUIET LITTLE INTERROGATION 
SINGLE BRIGHT LIGHT, , + % 


ROOM AND THE DIP HAD MADE HIS OFFER... 





д THINK IT OVER, COPPER, NOBODY BUT 
| YOU KNOWS YOU FOUND THE LOOT TW 
NOT GOING TO SQUEAL! JAKE /7/ KEEP / GÒ AHEAD/ 
IT! JUSTLET ME LAM OUTS. GET OUT. 





[T'o BEEN so EASY... THE ANSWER TO EVERYTHING. ED 
HAD LET THE SUSPECT GO AND POCKETED THE TWO- 
FIFTY AND MADE OUT HIS REPORT. AND THEN HE'D THOUGHT 
ABOUT A PLAN...A PLAN THAT WOULD REALLY PAY OFF. 
AND HE'D TAKEN BRONSON INTO HIS CONFIDENCE. 





BRONSON'D BALKED AT FIRST BUT THEN HE'D COME 
AROUND. THERE WAS A SHOW GIRL...AND BRONSON'D NEEDED 
DOUGH TOO..MORE THAN THE CITY PAID HIM. SO ED HAD 


HAD HIS KID, JERRY... AND BRONSON'D HAD HIS SHOWGIRL 
FRIENI 





YOU ВЕТ IT, BERT? WE BEAT THESE 
GUYS UP TILL THEY SIGN CONFES- 
SIONS. THEN WE LET ‘EM GO AND | 
USE THE CONFESSIONS AS WH/PS TO 
KEEP "ЕМ ІМ ¿/W£. AND THEY WORK 
FOR US. WE GET A HEAVY CUTS 


I DON'T 
KNOW, ED! 
SOUNDS 
RISKY! 


ALL 


ADMIT IT, 


You D/D IT! 
MUGG! 


CONFESS... 


ANO THE MONEY'D BEGUN TO ROLL 


IN. 


LEME 607) SEVENTY- FIVE 
А PERCENT IS IT 





GOT A CALL FROM AFAMILY IN 
BRIARWOOD, ED! THEY WANT 
THEIR HOUSE WATCHED WHILE. 
THEY'RE AWAY LOOKS LIKE A 
6000 TOUCH T'LL CALL 


MAIN. HE WAS RUNNIN' 
AWAY WITH A POCKET- 


WHAT'VE YOU / WOTH/N‘ON 


GOT TO SAY | МЕ COPPER! 


f PICKED HIM UP ON SOUTH V ALL A/GHT 7 YOU GOT 


| OOK HE'D SWIPED FROM \FOR YOURSELF? 


A DAME! HE D/TCHED 


MM BEFORE І CAUGHT 


| 


„UNTIL FINALLY. 


(С OKAY..GASP..COPPERS! Y 
NO... WO MORES 
GI'ME THE PAPER! 
JI'LL..GAsP...'LL 
SIONS a 





WOW YOU'RE 
USING YOUR 


Тнеү USED THEIR POSITION AND 
THE INFORMATION AT THEIR DISPOSAL 
TO 7/Р THEIR ‘ORGANIZATION’ ON 
/085..SOFT 3065.. SURE vot... 
( THAT'S A/GHT, HURLEY! THE. 
| PROWL CAR WILL COME BY AT 
| | ELEVEN-TEN., AND AGAIN AT 


HURLEY! IT'S A/S KIND OF JOB, 








SOMETIMES THEY'D HAD TO WORK 
HARD TO EXTRACT THE СОНЕЕ 


BUT ziMMER'D WELCOMED THE 
CHANCE. THERE WAS A LOT OF 
RESENTMENT IN ZIMMER... A LOT 
OF #47E...A LOT OF ANGER. HE'D 
POURED IT OUT ON THESE SMALL- 


ZIMMER DESP/SED THE SOCIETY 
THAT HAD CONDEMNED HIM TO A 
TENEMENT UPBRINGING AND 
KEPT HIM CHAINED TO AN YNDER- 
PAID JOB AND DEPRIVED HIS SON 


TIME CROOKS.. 
FA IRE ie 


ОНИНИН... 
АА 


Ано SO HE'D GOTTEN ENLISTEES IN HIS REVOLT...ONE 
e" ONE... UNTIL THERE bas SEVEN. THE WORD 


WAXY'S A 2000 
SAFE CRACKERS 
WE WEED ONE! NOW 
SHUT UP AND D/VVY 
THE DOUGH HE HAD ON 
HIM WHEN WE PULLED 


"I MEAN, THIS MAKES SEVEN 
6 У6, ЕО ISN'T THAT 


THE TELEPHONE INTERRUPTED ZIMMER'S PATERNAL 
DREAM... 
YEAH, TH/S 15 
ME, BERT, 
WHAT'S UP? 


JUST PULLED IN A YOUNG SNOT- 
NOSE. HE'D JIMMIED А SAYL/GHT 
AND SQUEEZED THROUGH INTO A 
HARDWARE STORE, NOBODY'S 
AROUND, ED! WHAT'LL 1 0091 MEAN, 
WE GOF SEVEN ALREADY... 


OF OPPORTUNITY. HE'D REVOLTED 
AGAINST IT IN 79/8 WAY.,AND HE'D 
TAKEN HIS GU/LTY ANGER OUT ON 
HIS VICTIMS... 
| OKAY...GASPE 
OKAY І HAD... J 


LIEUTENANT ED ZIMMER SMILED DOWN AT THE LITTLE 
BLACK NUMBERS IN THE BOOK AT HIS DESK AT HOME THAT 


‘ST COLLEGE IN THE 
COUNTRY... 


| МЕ CAN USE A YOUNG GUY AS 
А FRONT, BERT! 60 TQ WORK 
ON #/# THIS IS THE LAST, 
ONE. т SWEAR ITI / 


OKAY, ЕО? I'LL 
SEE WHAT Т CAN 
20 WITH HIN f, 








LIEUTENANT ZIMMER HUNG UP AND 
WENT BACK TO HIS DESK. HE SMILED 
`DOWN AGAIN AT THE FIGURES IN THE 
BANKBOOK. THEN HE LOOKED AT THE 
CLOSED BEDROOM DOOR BEYOND 
WHICH JERRY SLEPT PEACEFULL' 

1 OUGHT то JELL HIM? 

HE'LL ВЕ THA/LLEDS 
TOMORROW... TOMORROW 
MILL TELL HIM! A 








LISTEN, W/LL YUH? HE SAID HE WAS 
pec] WILLING TO TAKE HIS PUNISHMENT... PAY 
ПЕТ FOR HIS CRIME! HE SAID Г WAS AS BIG A 
CROOK AS A/S HE SAID... HE... I GOT 
SCARED, ED L.. I STARTED H/T T/W' HIM! 


Ео ZIMMER, LIEUTENANT, POLICE DEPARTMENT, DETECTIVE 
DIVISION, HUNG UP IN DISGUST, HE HATED TO HEAR A MAN 
CRY. HE WENT INTO THE BEDROOM TO GET HIS COAT. HE TIP- 
TOED INTO JERRY'S ROOM TO COVER HIM, HE STARED AT 
THE RUMPLED HULK THAT WAS WO SLEEPING BOY AT 


ALL —- 
JERRY Í JERR WHERE ARE YOU: 


НЕ OPENED THE DOOR SILENTLY... 
PEERED IN AT THE RUMPLED SLEEP- 
ING HULK ON THE BED IN THE DARK 


YOU'RE WOT GONNA END UP LIKE 
ME, JERRY! YOU'RE GONNA SE, 
SOMEBODY. YOU'RE GONNA 
AMOUNT TO SOMETHING. 


THE PHONE BEGAN TO RING. HE 
CLOSED JERRY'S DOOR AND HURRIED 
ТО ANSWER IT... 
j IT'S ME AGAIN, ED...BERT ” 
Û THE..THE KID S/GNED 
THE CONFESSION AND WHEN 
І MADE HIM THE DEAL, 
HE REFUSED? НЕ SAID 











I..I KILLED НІМ! I MUST VE М/7 HIM 

TOO HARD. I..L..YOU BETTER COME 
DOWN, ED! YOU GOTTA HELP МЕ! 
YOU'RE IN THIS W/TH ME! YOU GOTTA, 


Ер ZIMMER WILL WEVER REMEMBER HOW HE BOT то 
HEADQUARTERS THAT EARLY PRE-DAWN MORNING. HE'LL 
NEVER REMEMBER THE WILD SIREN-SCREAMING 

RIDE, BUT HE'LL ALWAYS REMEMBER BURSTING INTO 
THE DESERTED INTERROGATION ROOM AND STARING DOWN 


ON THE FLOOR... 


